IX  CONSTANTINOPLE

buildings and lines of roofs, and the cupola of the
mosque ot the soldiers.    All about it are the high
walls which a coward raised up to protect him and
his fear.   The mosque is below the great entrance-
gates on a steep hillside beyond the walls.   A large
modern house, white, with green shutters, in which
Abdul Haniid used to grant audiences and, I believe,
to give banquets, looks down on it.   From the upper
windows of this dwelling the Turks say the ex-sul-
tan often stared at his city through powerful glasses.
The mosque is not large.   It is yellow and white,
with a minaret of plaster on the side next the sea,
and a graveled courtyard surrounded by green iron
railings and planted with a few trees.   On the side
next to Yildiz is a steep bank.   A road runs up the
hill to the left of the mosque as you face Yildiz, and
another hidden road descends from the gates and
gives access to the courtyard behind the mosque*
The sultan has therefore a choice of two routes, and
nobody seems to know beforehand which way he
will come. There were very few tourists in Constan-
tinople when I was there.   People were afraid of
war, and before I left the Orient express had ceased
to run.   But I found awaiting the padishah many
Indian pilgrims, a large troop of pilgrims from
Trebizond who were on their way to Mecca, several
Persians wearing black toques, and a good many
Turks*   These were in the courtyard close to the

215